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we enjoyed ourselves together, standing on our Reads and proving that
black was white/'
"You both dramatized yourselves very well."
"So well, that when I appeared at a rehearsal where the poor dramatist
made a desperate effort to include me as one of his characters, the stage
manager, not expecting my personal presence thought I was the imperson-
ation and rebuked me for being nothing like the man Bernard Shaw. He
shouted: 'What he would say if he saw this weedy old thing, I daren't
say/ Or something to that effect."
As he spoke, he pulled himself up and mocked the movement of the
stage manager. "You would have done well as an actor and ousted
Henry Irving, no doubt/'
"A man of intellect makes a bad actor. I was unfortunately endowed
with a brain, otherwise, like Shakespeare, I would have fitted quite wrell
into a touring company. There is one thing in my favour, I can work
with other people. I was always a poor hand at pushing and struggling
but I might have been able, if permitted, to improve on the text, as I did
in Cymbeline
"I am surprised that you should have permitted yourself to improve
Shakespeare, when you do not permit even your film producer to alter a
word of your own text."
"Give me a person greater than Shaw and I'll permit him to spoil
my work beyond recognition." He brought out his watch, scowled, then
immediately smiled happily.
"Of course, I needn't hurry. You know, I feel dreadfully hungry
these days."
I knew that this hunger was mainly due to his loneliness which he
tried to cover up even to himself.
He now came almost every day because we were working at home.
"I was looking through Charlotte's papers and discovered that she
had considerable literary talent. There was a bundle of letters, corres-
pondence between herself and T. E. Lawrence, they were great friends,
which surprised me. I did not know that she could write as she did. She
might have made a good romantic novelist. Anyhow, Charlotte married
me as a genius and there is no room for a couple of geniuses in one house;
one of them has to give way to the other."
"But what about the Webbs? They were equals, working
together-----"